THE    QUESTING    BEAST
went off south to continue committing suicide at CMteau-
Thierry.
Soon after this I was transferred to the ist Guards
Brigade Trench Mortar Battery, and went up the line while
my own battalion was in reserve. I was there during the
attempted German attack on August 2ist, and went over
with them in support of the battalion at the batde of St.
Leger. I had the seat of my trousers taken completely off
by a shell that landed near me as I la, on the ground that
day. It was an unfortunate day for one of the other
battalions, who were nearly wiped out by misreading a
dispatch giving them " zero " hour. As far as I remem-
ber, the battalion in question received a message reading:
" Say four brace and a half. How many lives has a cat
got? " The battalion went over without a barrage or
support at 04-30 hours instead of 09-00 hours and was badly
knocked about.
We moved up with the advance, and I returned to No. i
Company in time for a ghasdy period of trench duty outside
Mceuvres, where one night, having taken out half the
company to dig holes in front of our line in-order to enfilade
the village, I lost my bearings on my way back to report
and walked into the village before I knew where I was.
Our company were holding a trench line of at least three
hundred yards, and so scattered were we that a German
patrol walked into our trench in broad daylight and went
back with ten prisoners, while our support line, watching
the performance, thought the Germans were our prisoners
and did nothing. This depleted our strength, and when I
tried to close up the line I found a gap of fifty yards
terminating in Sergeant Bray alone with a barricade formed
of German dead, holding his front and both flanks.